marriage,

and
thelr parishioners

with great acclzim.

(CONTINUED FROM LAST SUNDAY.)
CHAPTER VIIL
(Continued.)

Then, standing immediately
husband’s cha a
danced Luc
hand and rog
the back of the m
there was
wurned
was in
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mischievous

i
in

roar

Alick,” sald his companion,
sung a line o ‘Home, Sweet
relt a | my throat, an’
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the minister hasna’
When she broke oot
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Treacherous Waters.
For a iong time the course of the river
the Jova of Gilbert Ru
soung wife
reaches, with
tumbling cata .
lor there was always present
that a bend in the stream w
the dangerous, rapids ahead
knew of the tremendous
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in

flowed
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never

ract,

I e ned
iucy Chancel-

to answer to the call of the blood.

Yet thess were months when she won
golden opiniens. The tongues of the gos-
sips and those who loved to
evil were hushed in the open beauty and
kindliness of her life. And now there was
—there never had been—such a minister's
wife in all the county, and her piety and
zeal made her almost an object of wor-
ship. As the months sped on the fears of
the young minister himself took fight,
and he hated himself for the doubts that
had onmce found a lurking place in his
heart. The work of the congregation at

Wanlock grew mightily, and in the midst |

of it all Luocy moved llke an uncrowned
*queen, or, rather, like an angel! come

mautual atirac- |
on

prophesy |
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nantle and the cry of the
stilled.

And then
although the

most

of them

in the
morn-
d been
r ajone

uences to both
at breakfast
It was M

an |

mo- |

remonitions of evil that knocked at her
door with painful - insistency.
were to be allowed to spead a whole
summer amid the wilds of the
Lowthers, and in these calm months she
would fortify_herself against the tempta-

tions that would ‘crowd upon her at the
|coming of winter. And oh, with what
pathetic eagerness she tolled at the out-

i works

of her Tortifications! Yet how

;s;:rll}' she realized that the enemy to be

and he stole an arm round her waist. He
saw her extreme agitation, and affec-
tionately patted the pale cheek. In 2

vague way he felt that he was standing

on the brink of a chasm, that a look or a |

word from him might lead to the reve-
lation of secrets which, once told, would
alter for him the whole course of his love.
Yet he could not-forbear but say earnest-
ly. “Is it such an, awful secret, dearest?”

“You will not perhaps think much of

bride, sings that wonderful aria, which in
itself redeems_the whole opera, she came

in breathless stillness. There was no
doubt that Mme, Tosca had by her su-
preme effort lifted {e whols play above
the commonplace, and she was cheered to
the echo by the vast assembiage. B
Lucy sat still and siient till the last
echoes of the applausé had dled away.
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3 - 3 sis hor Y12
She front beside her hus-
long-thought-out |

\

\\ 0

e maild en
tters. For al
r OWn, an
ter sprang from

he exclaimed,

e

he color fled from
you go?” 4

tones.
"Of cou

he replied
is the ch

dear heart,”

It

se,

bend-

want to go,” she sald,
not daring to look him in
he sald In
dinburgh! Glori-
! What have we

And she could not hi

of her love toward the simple peopie—she
told him that It was her
had mo longing for the sti
that she had her Dalveen House
that she
was tha

that
that

she
city life,
schemes
been so

home,
to sée to every day, had
y there, that it

of
her dear mother
t fe every rea-

last resting place «
father. She broug

n likely to Induce bim to remain, but
| the real one she hid in her heart, almost
dreading to consider it herself.

The daughter of Luc
new well what it had cost her to resist
the promptings of her mother's blood.
which surged In her veins, and she knew
| that the struggle would be ten times
| harder amid the temptations and allure-
?mems of a great city like Edinburgh and
especially among the wealthy and aristo-
cratic soclety people with ®hom she
wouid be calied to mingle. But her hus-
iband, in his great love which “casteth
,out fear,” saw nothing of the pathos of
{ ber pleading, and Hghtly overruled every
| cbjection as soon as it was uttered.

§ And, indeed. she begged him to remain
iamong the hills and moors with the hope-
| lessness of one who knew her case for a
i lost one, and when, a week later, he told
j her that he had decided to acecept the
| “call,” she listened to his words in pas-

k

=

down from heaven to tabernacle among | sionless silence, and he in his blindness

sommon men for a Season.

thought that all her scruples had taken

In this Eden of peace and love they!wings and fled
lived, what time the hills were shrouded! But there was one relief to her from the

ilie de la Valliere |

nd knew nothing
unrflaggin
a deeply religi
he wondered w

»ss should ¢

er g

natg

pPpin

o Edinb

went t

urgh, leavin

eyes behind
ne

S a son of
that his wife
Anthony Chancellor,
Earl of Stan
v a4 wWest

to

ns

nvitatio

e de-

mind was made up
coroneted seals wers
a vague way, he was
come to Edinburgh not
and darlings of society,

to live for others
s of winter dragged on
uor and a listlessness
and the cheek of peach-
pale as lily petai; a
ess had gone out of
and the smile look-
nd wan and weary
he was troubled al«
was beginning to blame hin
rhild of n re from the
the mountain, and moor into

o

e

atu

rtificlal atmosphere and hot-hcuse
rrying town. But not for a

he divine the real cause, and
tried to hide it from herself,
the back of her mind she
i more and more that this
f delight was calling to her with =
voice and that some day the
f her resolves, forged so labor-
the gray sky of the Low-
rould b® burst asunder as barri-
cades of straw at the first determined on-
of the enemy.

1g,”" he said to her one day, tak-

in

ing her hand tenderly, “you are wearving
of this monotonous life. Don’t you think

you are putting needless restrains upon
-

RO
, looking at

mean t

she said, cnd then
S pale, serious face.
t must give yourself
relaxation. re is a medium in
things. Won't you come to—to Lon-
don—to Paris—for a week?”

“Oh, no, no!™ she said hastily, as if
warding off some subtle temptation. “If
go anywhere let us go into the coun-

hat
nat

ht
you
5

n
all

¢

onsense, Lygcy!” he sald, with
trace of firritation in his voeice.
“You must give yourself a little amuse-
ment or you'll turn into a perfect her-
mit.”

“But you once sald to me, ‘If thine eye
be evil, pluck it out,’ and perhaps even
yet—even yet the call of the blood may
become too strong for me.”

“Look here, Lucy,” he answered, "you
are getting morbid. You were a weak
girl then; you are a strong woman now.
What were then temptations to be
shunned are now relaxations to be grate-
fully taken advantage of."

“Do you think’s0?” she asked wistfully.

“I do, Lucy, my dearest wife,” he re-
plled without a moment's hesitation,
“ard to show how much I trust you I am
going to iake you to see Mme, Tosca play
the part of the demented bride in Doni-
zetti’'s ‘Lucia’ on Monday.”

“Mme. Tosca!™ she exclaimed. ‘Annette
Michelin! Is she coming to Edinburgh?”

“‘Annette Michelin?"" he saild in surprise.
“Whom are you talking about, gear?”

“I am taiking about Annettq Michelin,
or Mme, Tosca, as she calls herself,” sald
his fe. “I have good cause to know
her—aye, and to hate her with a holy
hatred. But do not ask about it, dear,”
and her voice was low and pieading. “T
will never willingly lock upon the face of
this woman. Never!”

They were :tanding at the study Sre,

Zeal !

“SHE RAN HER HANDS OVER THE KEYS AND PLAYED SNATCHES OF OPERA AS HER FANCY WILLED.”

and he kisse
Oh, Gilbert, dear hea e T
a: very word forces me to tell
it that tells me
a great lurk-
you think me

of coming
crushing

was silen
r, dear,” I
every-

Luc
came between
and—and, oh!
= evil incarnate!™
sudden fierceness and
hands tightly
ed after a pause,

hear hijs
“l was only a

de

heart

child

I do not
t she made father

but

were many—she had been true in every

ught to father, for she loved him with

a passion that he never understood. I
think it broke her heart. Oh, I cannot
help it—I hate that woman!™
took her hand tenderly. ‘And is|
t all?” he asked softly.
“Mother left father that night, and I
wént with her. I was young at the

time, but to this day I remember the suf-
fering and privation of thoSe last three
months. And when she came home to
Scotland to die he would not s0 much as
look upon her face until she had come to
the last days of her life. Oh, he was
cruel, and that is to me the most bitter
memory of my life.”

kissed away the tears.

never doubt me, dear,” she

“even though appearances
il

me?
he sald, in pained surprise,

“what a thing to say! I'll never have
reason to doubt ycu.”
“But if you had,” she continued, '1»‘0!1l
would believe in my love and my truth?”
“My dear girl,” he said, “what makes
you speak like that? Why are there tears

In your eyes?”

“Promise me, darling,” she said, with
wistful entreaty.

“Of course I do,” he answered, “with
all my heart. I will never let doubt or
jealousy enter my mind. I know your
love too well™

And he thought he had said the last
word on the matter.

CHAPTER X.

Annette Michelin.

They went to the Lyceum on the Mon-
day nighi. It was the first time they hagd
ever entered a theater together; it was
the first time he had done so in his life.
Soon they were seated in the darkest cor-
ner of a box, and his wife's eagerness to
remaln unseen suited his own purposes
well. Somehow he feit that he was not
where he ought to be, and a vague sense
of shame took him. Yet, in spite of him-
self, he could not but be Interested in the
opera. He was childishly deiighted with
everything, and he was surprised at his
wife's apparent indifference.

Lucy sat in her dark corner as if bored
to death, ang even the appearance of the
famous Mme. Tosca in the first act falled
to rouse her. But in the third act, in

which the prima Jdonna, as the demented

Annette |
Chan- |

Y

d so you hav

{f “An
|
!

mind to go to th
| night, Lucy, dear
| He was

open

dear, sweet, lovely mother “I—I think

hira, and in his filery anger | .1 uneet v

down before my very eves, |o - o 27 o
I heard—I hear let—the | .y ’. ero
of th his flend. Andj, . oo oves
me, terward told] 5 1" T realiv &

me that with all her fanits—and they | s sor sar Ade ae g =0 LT
*land for the first time want my own|

way."
They had been i ys

nvited by the Kelway

Vs,

forward eagerly and listened to the song§

: curiously. “what is it that you are afraid
|of7" ghe asked. “Don't you trust-me?”
Of course, she had her way. Of course,
| they went to Kelway's to meet the dis-
| tinguished diva. And well had it been for
| two loving souls had she listened to the
| feeble volce that spoke its warning in her
| heart.
| The “Cedars” was the name of a coun-
| try mansion about six miies to the south
of Edinburgh, but with a fast-going mo-
tor this is 5 negiigible distance. Lucy
and her husband sat in the tonmean and
Cari French drove the car at a pace to
suit the mood of his mistress, Almost in
a flash they were careering up the long
avenue It was late, for Lucy had
planned that she should arrive after ali
the other guests. As she drove along she
wondered if Mme. Tosca would remember
in the minister's wife the little giri who
had called ‘he ill-starred Lucilie de la
Valilere “‘mother.”

They were the last to enter the draw-

i!rrn;—.’r,mr:z, and with inimitable grace she
i slowly made her way across the broad |
e

pace to the chair on which the prima;

n

a was seated in animated conversa-|
wita old Gen. Melville. There was|
in Lucy—in the extreme beauty of|

face and figure and 'a the charm of |

every movement—.xat caused 131‘!}
le party to hush their prattie and |
lcok up

Mme. Tosca rose, and in her eyes there
j lashed a look of feline cunning.  “Lu-
la Valliere,” she sald, with an af-|
n of carelessness, but it was plaln |
disturbed by the ap- |
had so cruelly !
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Lucy, making |
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e great singer. |

hesitated, |

th the alacrity of @
m his

"l\("ff'd from }

Tosca

I man of twent) chal

coming. But instead, he said gently,
“Would you like to go home now, dear?”

and she was than for the innats
courtesy of the man that made him bide
hig feelings for her sake. A h of ten-

derest affection
“Yes, Bertie
*“I would like to go

eiled up in !
she sai
ome now. I

dear
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{OONTINUED NEXT SUNDAY.)

HIS $500,000 WAISTCOAT.

Cost Him a Share in an 011 Well,
Says the Oldtimer.

“lI was SO prosperous in 1562 45 to be
able to have two s, d a veteran
newspaper man to & N rk Sun re-
porter, “and one « ts
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song. Lucy |

proper ke,
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to sing it i

hing
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er a few|

the compar singer 0:‘@
fant powers was < Th;.y:’
hrilled with us voice!
the room. 1 easy grace

he &f senti,” inj
marveious power and sweet- |
s Admiration gave place to wonger. !
‘Marvelous, s:m marvelous™ ex-!
stro, rising from

ply

little

Lucy,
Only
. glowering

company of futt
and besought to

Mme. Tosca sat apart,

{
!

ut Lucy knew that the climax of her |
mph had come, and she refused to!

HE ASKED SOFTLY.”

of the "Cedars,” to supper. and in order
to meet the new diva and one or two of
the principal members of the cast. To
Invitations such as these Lucy kad up till
the present sent an uncompromising “ne,”
and the minister was not 2 little troubled
at her change of attitude, forgetting that
only a few days before he had urged her
to go a little more into society. But he
could not forget at the same time that
once already Mme Tosca had crossed her
life, bringing nothing but shame and

heart-break and misery with her, and
somehow he trembled lest history might

repeat itseif and his life be ruined.

“I think you shouid not go to meet that
—that person,” he said, with decision,
“But that is just what I am going to

do, Bert,” and 'she looked into Lis eyes

open her mouth again She had utterly
forgotten the presence of her husband,
but as she glanced at his face her own;
grew white and tense. He was standing
a littie apart, his face drawn as if in
agony, and she almost thought she saw
the fire of a grest reproach burniag in
his coal-black eygs. Her position sud-
denly flashed updn her. After years of
painful restraint the crouching lion had
been aroused. The fever in her blood had
effectually burned up the cords of her
resoive. She had been carried away by
some power, not herself, and when it
was over she felt sick at heart Yet she|
could not but rejoice in that one glorious
hour of crowded life,

Her husbang approached slowly, and in
her heart there was a dread of something

the mere mea
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FATE OF SOME PINS.

The Disappearance of at Least a
Few Thorsand Accounted For.
From the New York
“it's an oid gu
all the pins,

to tell what

woman

tell you w

*““The fitter uses

‘up seams. She m

her a big cushion 18,

handy to get at, or she may have a

paper of pins hanging down from her

belt; and when e fits she finds use for
E]

meany plus
“She pins and
times in re
king pin

achin

where It ane
or the paper of p
another; and so

the floor of a om gets Hitered
with pins
“Then does
the day when p
pick these p ind save
It wouldn't pay. It would tak
pick them up, and time, labor
money. It is cheaper to buy

save thess

than it would be to pick and
pins that have been dropped.

“So these dropped pins are not picked
up, they are simply swept out with the
rest of the Iitter, and that is the last of
them. There must be h ads of fitting
roomg iIn New York an would ac-
count for the disappearance of at least
a few thousands of pins daily.”

undrx
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i they

Chinese Scholar on Marriage.,
From Tit-Bits .

Sir Robert Hart, speaking of marriage
and death customs in the Far East, tells
a story of a great Chinese scholar and
high official who said that our foreign
way of letting the young people fall In
love and chose and the Chinese way of

firt marrying and then making acquainte
ance reminded
the

him of two kettl of
first—the foreign—was taken
g point from the fire by mar-
riage and then grew cooler and cooler,
whereas the second—the Chinese—was a
kettle of cold water pht on the fire by
wediock and ever afte i growing
warmer and warmer, “so said his
friend, “after fifty or sixty years we are
madiy in love with each other!™

In 1950.
From the Louisville O
“I suppose you had hardships in your
early days, grandpop?™
“Yes; many a time I got up of a winter
momning and walked four blocks to bor-
row & book from a Carnegle Library.
They didn't deliver the books Ia these
days.”
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